The Earth Beneath Our Feet: Explorations in Communityl
Francis D. Hole 2 Our friend, the earth beneath our feet, is supporting us as we sit here in this room. As I have been preparing this essay, 1 have heard myself muttering under my breath, "I wish that 1 could help my hearers to love the soil as much as 1 do, and 1 have only 50 min in which to attempt that." [I sound like John Muir (1838 -1914 who felt that only he knew how to love mountains (Helmers, 199~).
And then 1 realized that each of us has an instinctive bond already, a natural friendship with the soil.] In a similar vein in 1985 I wrote, "Our native soil claimed us all from the start; Gave us our landscape, and captured our heart" (Hole, 1985) .
We are all children of Mother Earth whose family is diverse, including as it does: fungi, bacteria, slime-moulds, mites, spring-tails, nematodes, earthworms; roots of hemlock (Tsuga spp.), maple (Acer spp.), and mint (Mentha spp.); people, badgers (Taxidea taxus) and ovenbirds (Seiurus aurocapillas). I am thinking of land life on this planet (Farb, 1960) .
My remarks are from the point of view of a person who has been privileged to follow a professional career in the study of soils. I had the opportunity to map soils in Franklin County, Indiana; and in 10 counties in Wisconsin in the field operations of the Wisconsin Geological and Natural History Survey (Hole, 1976) . 1 worked for a year at the soil and water conservation research station near Coshocton, Ohio. 1 participated in the development of a new worldwide taxonomy of soils, sponsored by the Soil Conservation Service and cooperating state uni-
